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AGT  III — Bar  l.  ;  shelf  back  of  bar;  three  bottles  on  shelf,  with 
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Swede  and  Booth  parts. 
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around  neck;  boots;  light  curly  wig;  fair  complexion,  with  highly 
colored  cheeks;  lines,  etc. 
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STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 
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*•*  Ihe  reader  is  supposed  to  le  upon  the  Stage  facing  the  audience. 


The  Commercial  Drummer. 

ACT  i. 

SCENE  I— Parlor. 

Frank  Ross  seated  r.  at  table. 

Frank  7 loss.  Strange  Dudley  does  not  put  in  his  appearance;  he 
is  always  the  first  one  to  do  so. 

Enter ,  J ohn  Dudley,  l. — lays  hat  on  table  and  takes  off  gloves. 

John  Dudley.  Rather  late,  I  see!  I  was  detained  by  a  client. 

( sits  l.  of  table 

Frank.  Better  late  than  never!  You  promised  to  tell  me  all 
about  my  father’s  will. 

John.  Are  you  prepared  to  listen  to  legal  talk  for  a  short  time? 

Frank.  Yes;  for  a  short  time. 

John.  Well,  to  commence  with — you  know  that  Mr.  Marlow  is 
your  father  only  by  adoption. 

Frank.  I  have  been  so  informed. 

John.  Good;  it  saves  me  so  much  time!  You  are  the  son  01 
Harry  Ross,  who  was  once  rich  and  prosperous;  but  invested  his 
money  unwisely  and  lost  all;  he  soon  died;  your  mother  followed  a 
lew  weeks  after.  You  were  a  young  boy,  then,  not  old  enough  to 
earn  your  living.  Mr.  Marlow  took  a  great  liking  to  you,  and 
adopted  you.  It  was  always  understood  that  you  and  his  niece 
Vera  was  to  share  equally  bis  wealth;  but,  if  in  the  meanwhile,  his 
brother’s  son  Richard  turned  up,  he  should  do  as  he  pleased  with 
the  estate,  etc.  Your  father  has  been  dead  two  weeks,  and  I  think 
it  about  time  to  read  the  will. 

Frank.  I  believe  Richard  wras  stolen  from  home. 

John.  Yes,  and  is  probably  dead  ere  this.  I  merely  wanted  to 
let  you  know  how  matters  stood. 

Frank.  You  are  the  family  lawyer,  Mr.  Dudley,  and  I  will  trust 
you  to  do  the  business  as  soon  as  possible. 

John.  Which  shall  be  to-day.  Good  morning! 

Frank.  Good  morning!  {exit  John,  l.)  Yesterday  I  would 
have  been  happy  with  this  vast  fortune,  which  I  shall  soon  become 
master  of;  to-day  I  feel  some  strange  fear — a  fear  which  seems  to 
say — “Richard  is  coming  home ;  you  are  a  beggar !”  No,  I  shall 
never  become  that!  I  shall  take  to  the  road,  as  a  “commercial 
drummer,”  if  he  should  come.  I  am  foolish  to  worry. 
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Enter ,  Deacon  Foote,  l. 

Deacon  Foote.  The  light,  i-  shining  from  the  gates  ajar;  it 
streanieth  forth  into  a  holy  light  of  glory;  it  causeth  the  wicked  to 
tremble  and  the  good  to  weep  for  joy. 

Frank.  Religion  is  your  sole  cause,  is  it  not,  Deacon  Foote? 

Deacon.  Aye,  my  very  soul,  my  life ! 

Frank .  I  will  leave  you  with  yourself  for  awhile. 

Deacon.  Not  alone,  for  He  is  with  me.  {exit  Frank,  l.)  A  good 
young  man — a  sheep  of  the  fold. 

Enter,  Yerda  Miller,  r. 

Verda  Miller.  Within  ten  minutes,  deacon,  my  dear  uncle’s  will 
is  to  be  read. 

Deacon.  Child,  what  if  its  lines  should  not  please  you?  Would 
you  forget  thy  soul,  thy  religion? 

Verda.  Deacon,  I  have  no  cause  to  fear  the  reading  of  uncle’s 
will,  and  even  if  it  should  not  leave  me  one  penny,  1  still  havo 
Frank. 

Deacon.  True ;  Frank  is  to  be  thy  future  husband. 

Verda.  What  more  can  I  want? 

Deacon.  Then  gold  is  not  thy  curse,  not  thy  light? 

Verda.  No — a  thousand  times  no  1 

Enter,  Frank,  Zadie  Delores,  Joe  and  John,  l. 

John.  I  see  the  deacon  and  yourself  are  having  a  chat,  Miss  Mil¬ 
ler.  I  am  sorry ;  but  I  will  have  to  disturb  you,  by  reading  Mr. 
Marlow’s  will. 

Verda.  There  is  plenty  of  time  for  the  deacon  and  myself  to  talk. 
I  am  anxious  to  hear  the  will  read. 

John.  If  all  will  kindly  be  seated,  I  will  proceed;  but  how  comes 
Joe  here? 

Joe.  Massa,  I’se  nuffin’  but  a  poor  ole  nigger,  but  I’se  got  a 
white  heart,  and  I  want  to  hear  dat  will  read  to  see  as  how  massa 
lef’  my  dog  Snow,  dat  ole  collar  dat  he  said  as  how  dis  chile  were  to 
hab. 

John.  This  is  no  place  for  you.  Go! 

Zadie  Delores.  Isay  he  shall  stay. 

John.  As  you  say,  Miss  Delores ! 

Zadie.  Joe,  you  may  stay  here  until  you  wish  to  go. 

Joe.  Thank  you,  missis;  you  is  white,  you  is! 

John.  Give  me  your  attention. 

Joe.  You  mus’  ’scuse  me— I  doan  cotch  dat  word. 

Frank.  You  will  understand  in  time,  Joe. 

Joe.  If  a  fellah  ain’t  got  no  watch,  and  can’t  tell  de  time,  how  is 
he  gwine  to  get  dat  dar  ’tention? 

Verda.  Please  be  still,  Joe.  Mr.  Dudley  is  waiting. 

John.  ( reads  will )  “I,  Harry  Marlow,  in  my  right  mind,  do 
hereby  leave  my  personal  property  and  real  estate  to  my  neice, 
Verda  Miller,  and  my  adopted  son,  Frank  Ross,  each  to  share 
equally,  unless,  by  chance,  my  brother’s  son  Richard  Monroe  Mar¬ 
low  should  return.  If  so,  he  is  to  inherit  all.  I  appoint  John 
Dudley,  guardian.  Harry  Marlow.  Witnesses,  Joe  King;  Misa 
Jones.”  His  last  request  shall  be  observed. 
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Enter ,  Richard  Marlcw,  r. 

Richard  Marlow.  If  his  last  request  be  observed,  I  then  claim 
my  just  rights. 

Frank.  Who  are  you?  (all  rising 

Rich.  I  am  Richard  Marlow ! 

Frank.  I  knew  it! 

John.  If  you  be — as  you  say — Richard  Marlow,  you  must  prove 
it! 

Rich,  (hands  papers  to  John)  Read  for  yourself! 

John,  (reads — aloud)  It  is  true!  Frank,  Verda,  I  am  sorry  for 
you ! 

Verda.  We  need  no  sympathy  !  If  he  can  prove  what  he  says, 
he  shall  have  his  rights;  but  we  shall  want  good  proof. 

John.  Well,  this  paper  proves  his  rights. 

Verda.  It  is  very  strange  that  after  eighteen  years  absence,  he 
should  return  just  at  this  moment. 

Rich.  I  did  not  know  who  I  was  until  the  gentleman  I  was  stay¬ 
ing  with,  gave  me  the  papers. 

Deacon,  (solemnly)  He  speaks  the  truth — his  soul  is  pure. 

Zadie.  Never  mind  his  soul ;  we  want  facts! 

Verda.  Mr.  Dudley  and  Deacon  Foote  shall  investigate  youi 
proof;  if  they  are  correct,  you  shall  have  your  rights;  if  not,  we 
shall  see. 

Rich.  And  if  they  are  right — well,  we  shall  see. 

Frank.  Things  have  turned  out  strangely.  Come,  let  us  go 
where  we  can  talk  it  over.  (exit  r.,  Frank,  Verda  and  Zadie 

Joe.  Whar’s  dat  dog  collar?  Dat  boy  (loan  uit  dat! 

John.  You  get,  or  I’ll  make  shoe  strings  out  of  you  ! 

Joe.  Oh,  l’se  gwine,  not  ’case  1’se  scat,  but ’case  I  wants  to! 

(exit  Joe,  r. 

Deacon.  The  child  of  the  dark  continent  is  in  trouble. 

John .  He  is  like  all  his  race;  but  sit  down,  (all  sit)  Rich¬ 
ard,  my  boy,  you  did  tine! 

Rich.  I  did  as  you  told  me  to.  Do  I  get  the  money  ? 

John.  Be  patient,  my  boy;  you  shall  have  your  share. 

Rich.  They  will  find  out  that  I  am  not  Richard  Marlow,  and  then 
I  am  in  the  soup. 

John.  Hush !  They  never  will !  I  am  their  lawyer,  and  they 
trust  the  deacon. 

Rich.  A  healthy  old  deacon  he  makes  !  The  last  time  I  saw  him 
he  was  an  old  bum — that  was  about  the  time  you  killed  the  real 
Richard ! 

John,  (jumping  up)  My  God  !  Not  that — not  that! 

Deacon.  It  was  thee  who  killed  Richard — a  good  stroke;  but  it 
will  take  ten  thousand  dollars  extra  to  silence  my  tongue! 

John.  You  shall  have  it;  but  never  breathe  of  that  crime  again  ! 

Deacon.  Ten  thousand  for  my  fold!  Ye  Gods!  but  my  flock 
shall  rejoice ! 

Rich.  Your  flock — yes,  convicts! 

John.  You  play  your  part  right,  and  we  will  pull  the  wool  over 
their  eyes. 

Rich.  Oh,  I’ll  do  that!  But  for  a  rich  man’s  heir,  I  am  deuced 
hungry! 

Deacon.  Come  and  feed  with  my  flock. 

(exit  Deacon  and  Richard,  l. 

John.  My  scheme  works,  and  when  it  does,  1  shall  see  that 
Richard  dies ! 
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Enter ,  Zadie,  r. 

Sadie.  Villian!  You  coward! 

rohn.  Zadie?  My  God!  Will  I  never  rid  myself  of  you? 

Sadie.  Rid  yourself  of  me?  Never!  You,  who  took  me  from 
my  mother,  my  home,  promised  me  love,  riches  and  happiness; 
then  betrayed  me  !  I  leave  your  side?  no,  never!  until  I  see  you 
on  the  scaffold ! 

John.  Zadie,  I  will  keep  my  promise  as  soon  as  this  scheme  ends. 
You  shall  be  my  wife. 

Zadie.  The  same  old  story ;  be  your  wife!  John  Dudley — no, 
never!  1  hate  you! 

John.  You  think  you  do;  but  wait! 

Zadie.  I  have  waited  until  I  am  sick  and  tired;  listen  to  me, 
John  Dudley!  You  mean  to  pass  that  boy  off  as  Richard  Marlow; 
but  I  will  block  your  game  !  1  swear  it ! 

John.  Then  curse  you — die!  (he  grabs  her — tries  to  stab  her 

Enter ,  Joe,  r. 

Joe.  ’Scuse  me,  Mr.  Dudley,  but  I’se  got  sumftin  in  dis  pocket 
dats  loaded !  (pulls  revolver)  Dis  little  barker  has  got  seben  bullets 
in  it,  and  I’se  not  responsible  fo’  de  seben  shots,  l’se  gvvine  to  lend 
dem  to  you,  chile,  and  fo’git  to  take  deni  back! 

John,  (releases  her)  Hold  on !  My  God,  would  you  shoot  a 
man  in  cold  blood  ? 

Joe.  Heben  be  my  witness,  I  neber  shot  a  man,  nor  I  isn’t  gwine 
to;  but  dar  am  a  criter  dat  all  honest  men  likes  ter  shoot,  and  dat 
am  de  buzzard,  and  dar’s  one  right  a  for  dis  chile. 

John.  Have  a  care! 

Joe.  Dat  jess  what  I’se  gwine  to  do,  boss!  and  you  is  de  man  dat 
I  takes  care  ob.  Now  you  better  be  gwine  or  you  will  borrow  d  s 
lead — wliiteman,  look  out! 

John.  Joe,  you  are  a  hero  !  Miss  Delores  and  myself  were  hav¬ 
ing  a  little  private  rehearsal ;  you  need  not  say  anything  about  this  ! 

Joe.  Doan  go  and  get  scat,  honey !  It  ain’t  a  private  ’hearsal 
you’se  gwine  to  get.  but  a  hearse. 

John,  (aside)  Curse  him — he  will  ruin  all !  (exit  l. 

‘  Zadie.  Joe,  you  was  just  in  time;  he  meant  to  kill  me. 

Joe.  You  tole  me  to  kind  ob  follow  you  around,  missie,  and  I 
done  gone  done  it. 

Zadie.  He  does  not  suspect  that  you  are  a  detective,  and  in  my 
employment. 

Joe ,  His  time  am  near,  honey! 

Zadie.  Joe,  why  do  you  always  retain  the  negro  dialect  when 
with  me? 

Joe.  When  I  act  a  character,  I  act  it  to  the  end. 

Zadie.  I  suppose  you  know  best.  You  heard  the  will  read  and 
witnessed  Richard’s  return,  at  the  last  moment.  What  do  you  think 
ofit?  J 

Joe.  A  put  up  job!  But  they  have  got  the  proofs,  which  are 
hard  to  get  around;  but  Til  do  it  if  you  say  the  word. 

Zadie.  Good !  Prove  that  this  fellow  is  not  Richard  Marlow,  and 
I  will  double  your  reward. 

Joe.  As  you  say;  it  may  take  a  year  and  it  may  be  but  a  few 
days. 

Zadie.  If  it  takes  ten  years,  bring  them  to  justice! 

Joe.  A  hard  case — but  I  will  win! 


(exit  r. 
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Enter ,  Deacon  Foote,  l. 

Deacon .  Thou  shalt  win  glory— 

Joe.  Dat  am  what  I  was  jess  calculatin'  on,  deacon  l  You  see,  if 
Sam  Jones  and  I  were  a  playin’  pedro,  and  Sam  held  two  jacks  and 
seben  aces,  how  am  dis  hunk  ob  darkness  gwine  to  win  de  game  ? 
Dat  am  de  question ! 

Deacon.  ( shocked )  Cards!  You  play  cards?  Where  is  the  light 
that  shineth  from  afar? 

Joe.  Dat  am  de  question !  If  Sam — 

Deacon.  Cards  are  the  devil’s  tempters.  Did  thee  never  read  the 
Good  Book? 

Joe.  Dat  what  I  did,  and  it  tole  ’bout  Jonah,  dat  got  swallowed 
by  a  fish,  jess  like  a  little  worm,  and  dar  was  no  line, no  hook  on  dat 
fellow. 

Deacon.  Thou  shalt  not  talk  in  such  a  wicked  way  ;  it  is  cursing! 

Joe.  Dat’s  de  funniest  way  to  curse  dat  eber  J  saw!  when  I’se 
gwine  fo’  to  cuss,  I  say  “dam  it!”  right  out — ’deed  I  does,  honey ! 

Deacon.  Thou  art  a  wicked  man !  Come  to  iny  study,  where 
thou  shalt  be  enlightened. 

Joe.  I’se  cornin’,  boss !  (aside)  The  fraud!  (exeunt  L, 

Enter ,  Frank  and  Verda,  r. 


Verda.  Frank,  we  are  no  longer  rich  ;  what  are  we  to  do? 

Frank.  Do?  Why,  you  shall  become  my  wife,  and  I  shall  be¬ 
come  a  traveling  agent,  a  drummer. 

Verda .  But  is  there  no  hope?  There  may  be  some  mistake. 
Frank.  No;  Dudley  tells  me  there  is  no  hope,  and  that  Richard 
gives  us  just  twenty-four  hours  to  leave  this  house. 

^  Verda.  Leave  it — the  house  that  has  been  my  home  for  years ! 
Oh,  how  cruel! 

Frank.  Cruel,  but  true ! 

Enter ,  John,  l. 


John.  Talking  of  the  estate?  It  is  too  bad,  too  bad  !  Isay  Mr. 
Marlow  did  wrong  in  making  his  will  in  such  a  loose  way. 

Frank.  Do  not  speak  harsh  words!  He  never  knew  what  would 
happen. 

John.  I  can  see  but  one  thing  to  do — that  is,  to  come  and  live 
with  me.  You  are  more  than  welcome. 

Frank.  No!  1  was  brought  up  in  luxury  and  ease;  but  I  am  not 
to  proud  to  earn  an  honest  living!  I  thank  you  for  your  kind  offer, 
but  I  must  decline. 

John.  And  you,  Verda? 

Verda.  (goes  to  Frank)  Where  Frank  goes,  I  go— even  though 
it  be  to  the  end  of  the  earth ! 

John.  Bravely  spoken  !  May  you  never  regret  it. 

Frank.  She  never  will,  while  1  live! 

John.  Come,  Frank,  I  want  to  convince  you  that  the  boy  is  what 
he  claims — Richard  Marlow. 

Frank.  I  will  go;  but  not  because  I  doubt  your  honesty,  but  to 
be  fully  convinced. 

John.  That  is  what  I  want.  (exit  Frank  and  John,  l. 

Verda.  Frank  is  all  I  have  now.  I  shall  miss  my  old  home,  but 
with  Frank,  a  cottage  will  seem  a  palace. 
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Enter ,  Zadie,  r. 

Zadie.  Verda,  I  want  to  see  you.  and  tell  you  how  much  I  feel 
your  loss. 

Verda.  You  are  my  best  friend,  Zadie ;  but  will  it  not  make  a 
difference — I  am  poor  now  and  you  are  rich. 

Zadie.  Before  I  could  not  show  my  love  for  you;  now  I  claim 
the  right  to  care  for  you. 

Verda.  But  Frank — what  will  he  say  ? 

Zadie.  It  is  impossible  for  him  to  take  you  from  city  to  city  with 
him,  while  he  is  making  a  living  for  you;  you  can  stay  with  me,  ns 
a  dear  friend  and  guest. 

Verda.  I  will  accept  the  invitation ;  but  for  a  short  time  only. 

Zadie.  Like  a  sensible  girl.  Now,  do  not  worry ;  you  may  yet 
regain  your  fortune.  I  say — may. 

Verda.  But  the  proofs  are  before  us — there  is  no  way  out  of  it. 

Zadie.  (Zadie  snaps  her  fingers)  That  for  the  proofs!  I  will 
prove  them  as  worthless  as  the  person  who  wrote  them. 

Verda.  Then  you  are  concealing  something  from  me? 

Zadie.  Never  mind.  I  am  doing  all  for  the  best.  God  knows  I 
would  tell  you  if  I  could  !  but  not  now — not  now ! 

(Zadie  kisses  her — ( exit  r. 

Verda.  She  knows  something,  but  dare  not  tell.  Thank  God. 
there  may  yet  be  hope ! 

Enter ,  John,  l. 

John.  Yerda,  it  grieves  me  to  see  you  down-cast.  May  I  ask 
what  you  intend  to  do? 

Verda.  I  intend  to  help  Frank  as  much  as  I  can,  and  be  a  good 
wife  to  him. 

John.  You  will  have  to  do  your  own  work.  See  what  a  come 
down  from  society  to  the  humble  cottage. 

Verda.  ( goes  toward  him)  Do  not  discourage  me,  Mr.  Dudley. 
I  have  decided. 

John.  Why  live  the  life  of  a  drudge,  when  the  world  offers  so 
much  to  you  ? 

Verda.  I  do  not  understand  you  ! 

John.  I  will  make  it  plain.  Verda,  I  love  you !  Be  my  wife !  I 
will  keep  you  like  a  queen. 

Enter ,  Frank,  unseen — standing  in  doorway ,  c. 

Verda.  Mr.  Dudley,  no  more!  I  love — 

Enter ,  Joe,  l.,  walking  backwards — runs  against  John. 

John.  You  clumsy  fool ! 

Joe.  Yes,  sah!  l’se  mighty  careless  lately.  ’Deed  I  didn’t  mean 
no  ’fense,  boss !  Hope  I  may  die  if  I  did  ! 

John.  Now  go!  Do  you  hear? 

Joe.  Yes,  sah !  I’s  gwine,  but — 

(John  throws  book  at  him — exit  Joe,  l. — Frank  comes  forward 

Verda.  (to  Frank)  Frank,  I  am  so  glad  you  are  here. 

Frank.  Do  not  add  insult  to  injury — I  have  heard  enough  !  As 
for  you,  Dudley,  go — or  I’ll  not  be  responsible  for  your  life ! 

John.  Man,  you  are  mad  ! 

Frank.  Mad !  I  have  heard  enough  to  make  me  mad — my  prom¬ 
ised  wife,  listening  to  words  of  love  from  you ! 
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Verda.  Frank,  you  frighten  me!  My  God,  it  can’t  be  that  you 
suspect — 

Frank.  I  suspect  nothing — hut  know!  Hereafter,  we  are  stran¬ 
gers  !  (exit,  Frank,  c. 

Verda.  My  God,  he  believes  me  untrue !  I  cannot  bear  it!  I 
cannot  bear  it!  (to  John)  Surely  you  will  not  allow  him  to  think 
me  untrue? 

John.  Go  into  the  next  room,  and  I  will  explain  all  to  him. 

Verda.  You  will?  God  bless  you!  (exit  l. 

John.  1  will  explain  nothing  that  will  bring  you  two  together 
again. 

Enter,  Deacon  Foote,  r. 

Deacon.  Plotting  again,  my  beloved  friend?  Surely,  thou  art 
the  devil’s  own  child  ! 

John.  Yes,  our  scheme  has  worked  to  a  charm. 

Deacon.  Thee  told  me  to  lorge  a  letter  in  Zadie’s  hand-writing, 
telling  Frank  to  be  at  the  library  door  at  such  a  time,  and  he  would 
be  surprised.  Verily,  I  did  it! 

John.  And  it  worked!  Fcote,  you  are  a  jewel. 

Deecon.  Nay,  only  a  wanderer — a  religious  wanderer. 

John.  Frank  is  completely  fooled,  and  on  account  of  Joe,  who 
stumbled  in  just  as  she  was  about  to  give  me  a  Hat  refusal — but  only 
managed  to  say,  “1  love ;”  and  he  made  the  mistake  that  parted 
them. 

Deacon.  So  far,  so  good  ;  but  what  dost  thou  want  of  me? 

John.  One  more  scheme,  and  if  it  works,  I  am  rich. 

Deacon.  Say  ice  are  rich,  my  whole-souled  friend. 

John.  Let  it  be  we,  then.  My  scheme  is  this.  Just  as  Frank  is 
about  to  enter  this  room,  I  must  make  believe  to  murder  you.  I  will 
then  yell  for  help,  and  you  accuse  him  of  the  murder,  as  you  fall. 

Deacon.  A  scheme  fit  for  the  devil ;  but  here  he  comes  ! 

(John  draws  knife  and  stabs  him — Deacon  falls 

Deacon.  Help!  help!  My  God,  it  was  not  a  farce,  but  the  truth  ! 
He  has  killed  me ! 

Enter,  Frank,  l. 

Frank.  ( starting )  What —  .  My  God  !  A  murder? 

Enter,  Kiciiard,  Verda,  Zadie  and  Joe,  l, 

John,  (pointing  to  Frank)  I  accuse  yonder  man  of  the  murder. 
He  was  jealous,  and  in  a  moment  of  madness,  killed  the  deacon 
instead  of  me. 

Frank.  It  is  false,  so  help  me  Heaven  ! 

John.  Secure  him;  he  is  the  murderer! 

Frank,  (drawing  revolver )  I  am  innocent,  I  swear  it!  The  lirs<- 
man  who  crosses  this  threshold  in  pursuit  of  me — dies! 

Joe.  (draws  revolver  and  gets  in  front  of  John)  Stand  back,  white 
trash,  stand  back!  ’Case  Fse  gwine  to  tight  fo’  de  right,  and  dat’s 
uiassa  Frank. 

Frank.  John  Dudley,  I  accuse  you  of  the  murder  of  yonder  man. 
L  shall  fly  now,  because  everything  is  against  me;  but  wherever 
you  may  be,  I  shall  be  your  shadow,  and  at  last  bring  you,  like  a 
trembling  cur,  to  my  feet  to  beg  lor  mercy. 

(Frank  grabs  him  by  throat — John  gets  on  knees 

John.  Help!  help!  Have  pity! 
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Frank .  Never !  I  will  strangle  you  ! 

(Joe  grabs  Frank — Vkrda  faints  and  Zadie  holds  her 

END  OF  ACT  I. 

CURTAIN. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I— Carden.  Fence  across  r.  u.  e. 

Zadie  and  Verda  discovered  sitting  in  hammock  or  on  bench ,  reading. 

Verda  throws  {down  paper. 

Verda.  It  seems  no  use  to  try  and  forget  Frank.  I  cannot  do  it* 
it  has  been  just  one  year  to-day  since  he  left,  and  I  have  not  heard 
one  word  from  him. 

Zadie.  Hope  is  a  poor  substance  to  cling  to,  but  never  mind, 
dear.  I  am  sure  Frank  is  alive  and  well,  and  is  only  waiting  te 
make  a  fortune  for  you. 

Verda.  If  I  only  dared  hope — if  I  only  dare! 

Zadie.  You  have  been  my  guest  for  one  year,  Verda,  and  during 
ill  that  time  we  have  not  had  one  cross  word,  not  one  angry  look. 

Verda.  No,  not  one!  I  should  always  like  to  live  like  this,  and 
have  your  life  before  me. 

Zadie.  My  life?  You  live  my  life?  No,  no!  It  has  been  but  a 
curse,  and  the  one  who  has  made  it  so,  shall  sutler  as  I  have  done.  I 
shall  ring  from  them  tear  for  tear,  and  life  for  life. 

Verda.  Zadie,  what  is  the  matter,  are  you  ill?  Who  has  harmed 
you? 

Zadie.  It  is  nothing — nothing  that  you  can  help. 

Verda.  But  those  strange  and  tragic  words? 

Zadie.  ( laughs )  Is  merely  a  line  I  learned  while  at  Irving’s 
Dramatic  School. 

Verda.  Thank  goodness !  I  thought  you  had  gone  crazy. 

Zadie.  (aside)  Even  that  would  be  a  blessing !  (aloud)  I  must 
go  into  the  house  and  see  that  everything  is  running  smoothly. 

Verda.  Do  not  be  long,  dear,  ( exit  Zadie,  l.)  At  times  I 
imagine  that  all  is  not  right  with  Zadie;  but,  ah — well,  because  I 
am  sad,  it  does  not  make  the  whole  world  so.  (reads 

Enter ,  John,  r. 

John.  Reading  on  such  a  fine  day  as  this?  You  should  be  out 
among  the  flowers,  ’where  you  belong. 

Verda.  Reading  suits  me  very  well  at  any  time. 

John.  Why  do  you  treat  me  so  coolly?  At  times  I  fancy  you 
almost  hate  me. 

Verda.  I  hate  no  one,  Mr.  Dudley,  far  less  yourself;  you  are  all 
that  is  left  to  remind  me  of  my  old  and  happy  home. 

John.  Then  why  not  let  me — 

Verda.  Enough !  I  know  what  you  would  say;  but  it  can  never 
be.  Love,  for  me,  is  dead. 

John.  You  love  that  rascally  young — 

Verda.  (rising)  Stop !  I  command  you— do  not  dare  to  speak 
of  him  in  such  a  way.  Remember,  I  never  believed  him  guilty. 
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John.  Excuse  me,  Verda,  I  did  not  mean  it.  Won’t  yon  take  a 
little  stroll  with  me? 

Verda.  1  will  on  one  condition,  and  that  is — that  you  do  not 
speak  further  on  subjects  that  are  distasteful  to  me. 

John.  L  remember,  and  will  obey.  ( exeunt ,  it. 

Enter ,  Joe,  l.,  with  paint  brush  and  pail. 

Joe.  Spect  dis  am  de  place  whar  I’se  got  to  paint  de  bench;  it’s 
a  nasty  job,  dat  what  it  am.  ( painting )  Dat  looks  better,  fo’  a  fact! 
Now,  if  dat  boy  Richard  were  home,  I’d  jess  as  leave  paint  him — 
’deed  I  would,  honey  ! 

Enter,  J.  Ashtor,  r. 

Ashtor.  Well,  if  this  ain’t  a  la-la  place  to  snooze,  I’m  a  liar! 

Joe.  Fo’  de  land  sakes,  dars  Mr.  Ram  uni’s  man-monkey  ! 

Ashtor.  He  takes  me  for  a  monkey  ;  don’t  blame  him — I  don’t 
know  the  difference  myself.  I’m  glad  I’m  somebody! 

Joe.  (aside)  Heah  dat  man  talk;  just  as  good  as  a  circus. 

Ashtor.  Better  give  me  a  quarter. 

Joe.  Fo’  de  Lord,  what  for? 

Ashtor.  Costs  half  a  dollar  to  git  in  the  circus,  half  fare  for 
children — see  ? 

Joe.  Guess  I  won’t  go  to  the  circus,  ’case  l’se  dead  clean  busted. 

Ashtor.  Same  case  here !  You  ain’t  got  a  doughnut  or  a  baked 
liver  in  your  pocket,  have  you? 

Joe.  (aside)  Spects  dat  man  takes  me  fo’  a  bakery. 

Ashtor.  No  danger  of  that;  had  to  much  experience. 

Joe.  Who  am  you,  anyhow? 

Ashtor.  My  name  is  Ashtor,  third  cousin  to  Jacob  Ashtor.  I’m 
an  orphan;  my  mother  died  two  years  before  I  was  born. 

Joe.  Look  here,  white  man,  dat  am  a  tough  one. 

Ashtor.  No  tougher  than  hotel  beefsteak.  I’ll  explain  that  later. 

(lie  sits  on  bench 

Joe.  Fo’  de  Lord’s  sake,  look  at  dat  man  ! 

(Joe  kicks  himself— rolls  over  on  ground — laughing 

Ashtor.  Don’t  mind  me.  I  have  just  washed  my  feet  and  feel 
rather  sick. 

Joe.  Glory,  you’se  feel  mighty  sick  afore  long ! 

(Joe  rolls  around  and  laughs — finally  sits  on  bench,  still  laughing 

Ashtor.  Look  here,  nigger,  don’t  you  laugh  at  me!  I’m  nc 
dude ! 

Joe.  You’se  gone  and  set  on  dat  bench  dat  I’se  jess  painted. 

Aslitor.  ( rising  quickly )  We’re  chumps,  that’s  what  we  are! 
Better  go  and  wash  the  paint  off*  those  pants  of  your’n. 

Joe.  (jumping  up)  Dar,  I’se  done  gone  done  it !  If  you  laugh  at 
me,  fellow,  I’se  gvvine  to  punch  your  head.  (exit  Joe,  l. 

Ashtor.  All  the  stone  are  tied  down  around  here,  and  the  dog.-' 

are  tied  loose.  (he  walks  to  front  of  stage — dogs  heard 

* 

Enter,  Booth,  r.  u.  e — climbs  on  fence. 

Booth.  Instead  of  making  Rome  howl,  I  have  caused  the  dogs  for 
miles  around  to  howl,  (he  jumps  off  fence — comes  to  front)  Hamlet, 
1  am  thy  father’s  cheese  knife  ! 

Ashtor.  Say,  if  you  are  a  cheese  knife,  I  ain’t  the  cheese  you’re 
going  to  cut — see  ? 

Booth,  (tragic)  I  could  a  tale  unfold,  whose  lightest  words 
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would  harrow  up  thy  soul;  freeze  thy  blood  ;  make  thine  eyes  start 
from  these  spheres  like  stars;  thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to 
part,  and  each  and  every  hair  to  stand  on  end,  like  the  quills  of  the 
fretful  porcupine!. 

Aslitor.  ( gets  on  knees— frightened)  I  ain’t  in  this.  Oh,  Lord,  I 
wonder  if  this  is  an  asylum  ! 

Booth.  Lay  on,  Macbeth,  lay  on — and  damned  be  he  who  first 
cries  “hold!  enough!” 

Ashtor.  I  ain’t  saying  a  word,  (aside)  He  thinks  I  am  the 
queen  of  England. 

Booth.  Get  the  to  a  nunnery,  and  bring  me  a  bowl  of  soup ! 

Ashton.  ( rising )  Is  there  a  soup  nunnery  around  here?  You 
can  just  bet  I’m  in  the  soup !  (exit  l. 

Booth.  Some  soup,  some  soup  !  My  kingdom  for  some  soup ! 

Enter ,  Ashtor,  l.,  with  howl — Booth  drinks. 

— Ah,  Richard  is  himself  again  ! 

Ashtor.  That’s  the  case  here,  (aside)  The  boys  have  got  a  keg 
out  on  the  green  ;  guess  I’ll  go  and  help  them!  (aloud)  Hamlet,  I 
am  thy  father’s  whiskers.  (exit  l. 

Booth.  Arise,  fair  sun,  and  kill  the  envious  noon,  who  is  already 
sick  and  pale  with  grief.  (Joe  and  Ashton  look  over  fence,  then 
duck  down)  What!  Did  I  behold — two  sons — but  not  heavenly 
suns. 

Enter ,  Zadie,  l. 

Zadie.  Who  are  you,  my  good  man? 

Booth,  (aside)  A  woman  of  the  Gods,  and  most  divinely  fair! 
(aloud)  I  come  me  hence  from  the  theatre  DeSoup,  from  which, 
while  acting,  a  wind  of  mighty  force  did  strike  us,  tearing  the  tim¬ 
bers,  and  carrying  the  living  away.  I  see  it  now — here  lays  a 
woman,  here  a  man  !  Foul  winds!  I  will  refuse  to  breathe,  for 
thou  art  made  up  of  air. 

Zadie.  (aside)  He  is  some  poor,  insane  person,  (aloud)  Would 
you  not  like  something  to  eat? 

Booth.  Something  to  eat?  Say  it  again  ;  it  sounds  sweet.  I  will 
go  me  to  the  pantry,  and  your  pie  I  will  devour.  (exit  l. 

Zadie.  His  voice  sounds  familiar,  but  I  cannot  place  it. 

Enter ,  John,  r. 


John.  You  here? 

Zadie.  And  why  not?  These  are  my  grounds,  Mr.  Dudley,  and 
i lie  sooner  you  leave  them,  the  better  I  will  like  it. 

John.  Be  sensible,  Zadie;  why  cannot  we  come  to  terms? 

Zadie.  And  your  terms  are — 

John.  That  you  act  like  a  sensible  woman  for  a  little  while,  until 
1  have  made  my  fortune;  then  we  can  live  together  and  be  hapuv 
once  more. 

Zadie.  Steal  your  fortune,  you  mean!  John  Dudley,  jrou  never 
made  an  honest  penny  in  your  life. 

John.  If  “steal”  suits  you,  why  have  it  so!  “Make”  suits  me. 

Zadie.  Do  you  think  I  am  so  mean  and  contemptible  as  to  rob 
*ny  friend?  A  thousand  times,  no!  Go!  I  hate  the  sight  of  you. 

John.  Do  not  tempt  me  too  far.  Remember,  I  will  not  fail  next 
time. 
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Zadie.  I  know  you  would  commit  murder  if  you  dared;  but  you 
ire  a  coward. 

John.  ( takes  pistol  from  pocket)  Curse  you  !  I’ll  kill  you  for 
that. 

Zadie.  Shoot,  you  coward — you  dare  not ! 

Enter ,  Ashtor,  l.,  with  pistol. 

Ashtor.  Going  to  have  a  shooting  match,  eh?  Well,  I’m  a  la-la 
on  the  shoot.  You  can  just  bet  when  I  aim  at  the  barn,  I’ll  hit  a 
house. 

John.  ( turning  aside)  Balked  again  !  Curse  the  luck ! 

Ashtor .  Give  me  the  barker;  I’m  collecting  all  those  kind  of 
toys. 

John.  And  if  I  should  refuse? 

Ashtor.  Then  I’ll  just  practice  on  you.  The  queen  and  myself 
used  to  own  a  shooting  box.  Hurry  up;  the  boys  have  gone  after 
another  keg,  and  I  want  to  suck  the  cork. 

John.  Take  it!  ( hands  him  revolver 

Ashtor.  (takes  revolver)  Don’t  get  funny!  I’ve  killed  lots  of 
snakes,  and  I’m  just  aching  to  kill  another.  I  live  in  Gore  alley,  I 
do 

Zadie.  This  has  been  your  second  attempt  at  crime.  Have  a 
care — your  end  is  near.  ( exit  Zadie,  l. 

Ashtor.  Just  hand  me  over  a  William — I  call  them  Williams,  bo 
cause  I’m  not  well  enough  acquainted  to  call  them  Bill. 

John.  This  is  too  much — I  will  not  stand  it. 

Ashtor.  ( levels  revolver)  Sit  down,  if  you’re  tired.  Give  me  the 
William  or  I’ll  use  you  for  a  target. 

John,  (hands  money)  Take  it,  and  go ! 

Ashtor.  You  can  just  bet  your  sweet  life  I  will !  That  will  buy 
live  kegs — I’ll  be  as  drunk  as  a  Lord.  (exit,  Ashtor,  l. 

John.  Everything  goes  wrong — things  must  and  will  change. 

(exit  John,  r 

Enter,  Booth,  l. 

Booth.  I  am  full  of  grub  as  an  Indian.  ( yells  heard)  There  they 
are  now;  the  woods  are  full  of  them. 

Enter ,  Richard,  disguised  as  an  Indian ,  l. 

— I  will  defy  them,  and  with  my  mighty  power,  will  whirl  them 
over  yonder  fence.  (sees  Indian — gets  on  knees 

Rich.  Whie  man  heap  coward;  me  kill  ’em! 

Booth  runs  out  with  Indian  after  him — comes  back  with  lasso  around 

neck — Indian  after  him. 

Enter,  Ashtor,  l. — exit  Booth,  r. 

Ashtor.  Had  to  much  beer !  (sees  Indian)  There’s  an  Indian! 
I’m  drunk;  pretty  soon  I’ll  see  a  square  meal;  guess  I’ll  stay! 

Rich.  YVhite  man  heap  brave — to  much  fire  water. 

Ashtor.  Don’t  you  sass  me ;  I’m  a  la-la! 

Rich.  Indian  scalp  white  man  and  get  fire  water. 

Ashtor.  No  you  don’t!  That  jag  cost  too  much.  I’ll  fool  you — 
had  to  drink;  I’ve  been  eating  onions  and  took  whisky  to  take  out 
the  smell.  (exits,  Ashtor,  l. 

Rich.  Well*  if  tins  isn’t  a  lark!  Wonder  what  Dud  would 
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say — raise  cane  I  suppose;  speak  of  the  devil  and  here  he  comes. 

Enter ,  John,  r. 

John.  Ah,  Richard,  back,  I  see!  What  are  you  doing  with  that 
dress  on  ? 

Ashtor.  Having  a  lark — can’t  you  see? 

John.  This  thing  must  stop ;  it  will  not  do! 

Rich.  Will  not  do?  Well,  we  will  see !  I  will  do  just  as  I 
please. 

John.  Then  1  will  take  the  fortune  from  you. 

Rich.  A  bright  idea — cook  your  own  goose,  eh? 

John.  I  never  thought  of  that.  We  must  be  friends. 

Rich.  Ye.s,  and  some  day  I’ll  wake  up  and  find  myself  dead; 
you’ll  have  some  little  plan  worked  up,  and  serve  me  as  you  did  the 
deacon,  eh? 

John.  He  was  in  my  way  and  so  I  killed  him;  remember,  two  i3 
company. 

Rich.  See  that  you  stick  to  that,  and  we  are  chums. 

(exit  Richard,  l. 

John.  He  is  a  smart  one,  to  smart  for  me ;  yet  l  dare  not  put  him 
out  of  the  way. 

Enter ,  Verda,  r. 

Verda.  Enjoying  yourself,  Mr.  Dudley?  This  is  a  delightful 
day. 

John.  Yes,  splendid!  but  I  was  thinking. 

Verda.  Thinking  of  who? 

John.  Of  you.  Verda,  will  you  still  persist  in  this  foolishness? 
Is  all  your  life  to  be  a  waste?  Frank  is  dead. 

Verda.  Frank  dead?  Oh,  no — it  cannot  be  possible!  Say  you 
Were  only  jesting. 

John.  1  wish  it  were  so ;  but  I  have  prooifs  of  his  death. 

Verda.  Proofs  only  will  convince  me— show  them  to  me,  and 
anything  you  say,  I  shall  do. 

John.  Think  of  what  you  are  saying.  Do  you  mean  it? 

Verda.  I  have  given  my  word.  I  mean  it;  if  Frank  is  dead,  I 
care  not  what  becomes  of  me. 

John,  (hands  her  a  paper)  Read  this  article;  it  is  reliable. 

Verda.  (reads)  My  God,  it  is  true  !  1  care  not  to  live. 

John.  You  must  live;  remember  your  promise.  Within  one  yeai 
from  to-day  you  become  my  wife. 

Verda.  If  that  be  your  wish,  it  shall  be  as  you  say ;  but  remem¬ 
ber,  I  shall  never  love  you — love  is  dead. 

John.  I  am  satisfied;  go  into  the  house,  and  I  will  join  you 
presently. 

Verda.  It  cannot  be  true !  My  God  !  What  have  I  done  to  be 
punished  so?  ( exit  r. 

John.  I  have  won.  Once  she  is  my  wife,  I  shall  hold  the  fortune 
and  then — Richard,  look  out.  (looking  l.)  There  is  that  fiend,  my 
stumbling  block.  One  shot,  and  I  would  be  safe,  (draws  revolver) 
She  stoops  to  pick  a  flower — my  time  has  come  !  (he  takes  aim — shot 
heard  outside — his  arm  drops)  Curse  the  luck — I’m  winged  I 

Enter ,  Joe  and  Booth,  r. 

Joe.  I  didn’t  know  dat  was  loaded,  for  sure  I  didn’t l 
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John.  You  have  shot  me  through  the  arm.  I  will  kill  you  for 
this.  ( exit  John,  l. 

Booth.  Yonder  man  has  been  shot. 

Joe.  Pat  dar  fellow  »vas  gwine  to  shot  Missie  Zadie,  and  I  jess 
np  and  winged  him,  dat  what  1  did. 

Booth.  Ye  Gods!  Can  this  I  be  true ?  lie  shall  be  persued  to 
the  ends  of  the  earth.  I  will  avenge  her ! 

Joe.  (aside)  Fo’  de  Lord,  dat  man’s  done  gone  clean  crazy  ! 

(exit  Joe,  l. 

Booth.  I  think  there  be  six  Richmonds  in  the  field,  five  have  I 
slain  to-day  instead  of  him.  A  horse,  a  horse — my  kingdom  for  a 
horse ! 

Enter ,  Ashtor,  r. 

Ashtor.  Ain’t  got  no  horse;  but  got  a  saw-buck,  if  that  will  do 
you. 

Booth.  Away,  away !  YTou  bring  a  curse! 

Ashtor.  No,  1  bring  beer!  What  do  you  take  me  for? 

Booth.  Rash  young  man  !  For  five  long  weeks  have  I  looked  for 
you — now  1  have  thee — I  will  be  revenged. 

Ashtor.  (gets  on  knees)  Kill  my  wife,  but  spare  me  !  I’m  a  la-la, 
I  am  ! 

Booth.  Each  and  every  bum  shall  feel  my  vengeance!  In  yonder 
swamp  thy  bones  shall  bleach;  the  crows  shall  have  a  feast.  Stay 
you  here  until  my  return. 

Ashtor.  Well,  I  guess  not!  I  ain’t  stuck  on  dying. 

(he  exits  over  fence 

Booth.  He  doos  not  stay;  he  speaks  but  yet  he  says  nothing. 

(exit  Booth,  r. 

Enter,  John,  l. 

John.  I  must  hide  this  will ;  it  may  be  found  by  some  one.  There 
is  a  swamp  on  the  other  side  of  the  fence.  I  will  hide  it — it  will  be 
safe  there.  Lucky  my  arm  was  not  hurt  much  !  ( exits  over  fence 

Enter ,  Joe,  r.,  in  barrel — bathing  suit  on. 

Joe.  Some  white  trash  hab  stolen  my  clothes.  If  I  gits  to  de 
barn  l’se  all  right.  ( looks  l.)  If  dar  ain’t  Missie  Verda  and  Zadie! 
better  git  down  in  de  barrel,  ’case  if  dey  see  me  dis  way,  Fse  dis¬ 
charged.  I’ll  nebber  go  in  bathin’  again.  (gets  down  in  barret 

Enter ,  Zadie  and  Verda,  l. — they  each  have  pistol. 

Zadie.  Why,  how  come  this  barrel  here  ?  Well,  at  any  rate,  we 
can  use  it  for  a  target. 

Verda.  I  can  hardly  believe  that  you  are  Mr.  Dudley’s  wife;  he 
never  seeir<  d  like  a  villain  to  me. 

Zadie.  Still  waters  run  deep.  He  married  me  and  then  deserted 
me;  he  thought  I  was  rich,  but  at  that  time  I  did  not  have  a  cent. 
My  uncle  died  and  left  me  his  money.  John  Dudley  is  a  villain  and 
a  murderer. 

Verda.  I  shall  tell  him  I  know  all  when  next  we  meet. 

Zadie.  Do  you  see  that  nail  hole  in  that  barrel ?  See  me  hit  it! 
I  air  •>  dead  shot  and  John  Dudley  shall  find  it  out. 

Joe.  'acts  up)  Fo’ de  Lord,  don’t  shoot!  l’se  in  here,  missie ! 

Verdu  Why,  it’s  Joe ! 
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Joe.  What’s  lef’  ob  me !  Please  turn  your  heads,  fo’  I’se  gwino 
to  move.  ( exit  Joe,  l. 

Zadie.  It  was  Joe,  and  no  mistake.  Here  comes  Dudley,  now 
tell  him. 

Enter ,  John,  r. 

Verda.  Mr.  Dudley,  I  have  changed  my  mind  about  marrying 

you-  , 
John.  Changed  your  mind  ?  But  you  gave  me  your  word  ana 

nonor. 

Verda.  I  thought  you  was  a  man  then,  but  I  find  that  you  are  a 
fiend  in  human  shape.  Do  not  attempt  to  brazen  it  out — I  know  all ! 

John,  (to  Zadie)  This  is  your  work  !  By  Heavens,  you  shall 
suffer  for  this! 

Zadie.  You  have  tried  to  kill  me  too  many  times;  you  can  not 
scare  me.  Come,  Verda,  his  presence  poisons  the  air. 

(exit  Verda  and  Zadie,  l. 
John.  Balked  again  !  I  will  find  Richard  and  we  will  carry  hei 
off  by  main  force.  I  will  not  fail  this  time.  (exit  John,  r. 

Enter ,  Ashtor,  over  fence ,  whistling — exit,  R. 

Enter,  Verda,  l. 

Verda.  I  have  lost  my  pin  somewhere ;  I  wonder  where  it  is. 

( looks  for  pin 

Enter,  John  and  Richard,  r. 

John.  Take  her ;  now  is  our  chance !  (they  spring  on  her — chloroforn 
her)  She  is  ours !  Take  her  to  the  fork  road ;  you  will  find  a  carriag< 
awaiting  you. 

Enter,  Joe,  r. — drawing  revolver. 

Joe.  No  you  don’t!  If  you  white  trash  don’t  let  dat  lady  alone. 
I’se  gvvine  to  bore  you  full  ob  holes. 

John  puts  Verda  onground — holds  up  hands — Joe  searches  him— 

pulls  paper  out  of  John’s  pocket. 

John.  Are  you  satisfied ?  Curse  you! 

Joe.  ( examines  paper)  I  think,  if  dis  chile  can  read  right,  dat  dig 
is  de  las’  will  ob  Massa  Marlow.  Now,  I’se  gwine  to  see  about  dat 
dog  collar.  (Richard  hits  Joe — liefalls 

Rich.  He’s  done  for — come ! 

John.  Richard,  you’re  a  brick !  (they  start  out  with  Verda)  I 
win,  now — let  come  what  may ! 

PND  OF  ACT  LT 

CURTAIN. 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  I— Ear-room.  Ear  at  back — bottles  with  string  attached,  on 
shelf — hot  and  cold  boxes ,  r. — lounge  or  bench,  l. — desk  on  table. 

Ashtor  arid  Booth  discovered. 

Ashtor.  If  you  think  I  can’t  run  a  bar,  just  you  watch  me. 
Booth.  Oh,  you’re  a  la-la! 

Ashtor .  Glad  vou  think  so! 
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Booth.  “Within  the  oyster  shell  unsought, 

The  purest  crystal  hides; 

Trust  me,  you’ll  find  a  friend  sincere, 

Within  the  rough  outside.” 

Ashtor.  Good!  Let’s  have  something  inside. 

Booth.  I  never  drink — {aside) — water. 

(Ashtor  fills  glasses— both  drink 

Ashtor.  Good  stuff — of  it’s  kind. 

Booth.  Ye  Gods,  but  it  is  a  damned  poor  kind  ! 

Ashtor.  Say,  I  always  want  to  know  what  my  friends  do;  what 
is  your  biz?  If  it  suit?  me,  I’ll  open  a  bottle. 

Booth.  I  am  a  commercial  drummer.  Friend,  Roman  and  coun¬ 
tryman,  lend  me  your  ears!  I  come  to  sell  my  corn  plasters,  not  to 
praise  them,  for  1  am  a  gentleman. 

Ashtor.  I’ve  got  a  corn  on  my  big  toe.  Give  me  a  plaster. 

Booth,  (gives  corn  plaster)  The  directions  are:  cut  a  hole  in  the 
toe,  put  the  plaster  over  it  if  In  the  morning  the  corn  is  gone: 
(aside)  so  is  the  toe  ! 

Ashtor.  Great  remedy!  Is  there  any  money  in  it? 

Booth.  Money  in  it?  In  Australia  there  are  twenty  millions  of 
people;  each  person  has  two  feet;  on  each  foot  are  live  toes;  two 
times  five  are  ten.  There  are  on  an  average,  two  corns  on  a  foot, 
making  four  corns;  four  of  my  plasters  at  fifty  cents  a  piece,  makes 
forty  millions  of  dollars.  There’s  millions  in  it !  There’s  million's 
in  it ! 

Ashtor.  Let’s  go  out  and  talk  about  that — I  don’t  understand! 

Booth.  Out  into  the  air  so  we  can  breathe — out  into  the  air  ! 

(exeunt  r. 

Enter ,  John  and  Verda,  l. 

Verda.  Words  fail  me,  John  Dudley,  when  I  try  to  express  my 
burning  sense  of  injustice  at  this  outrage,  in  this  enlightened 
world,  in  the  nineteenth  century,  do  men  turn  houses  into  prisons 
and  debar  weak  women  of  their  liberty  ?  Am  1  a  slave  that  you 
have  turned  your  keys  upon  me,  and  set  men  to  watch  me?  Am  I 
a  criminal  ?  if  so,  what  is  my  crime? 

John.  Verda,  cease  this  wild  raving;  calm  yourself.  My  troubles 
are  hard  enough  to  bear,  without  this  additional  weight  of  troubles 
you  have  put  upon  me.  Come,  let’s  befriends! 

(he  goes  toward  her — holds  out  hands 

Verda.  Stop — do  not  lay  your  hand  upon  me!  At  least  spare 
me  this  disgrace.  I  am  your  prisoner ;  your  are  my  jailor.  The 
eagle  spurns  the  hand  of  its  captors,  so  I  spun  3Tou. 

John.  So  be  it!  It  is  war  to  the  knife.  Go  into  yonder  room  ;  I 
will  compel  you  to  submit. 

Verda.'  Justice  will  yet  overtake  you. 

John.  Bah!  Justice  be  hanged  !  (exit  Verda,  l. — John  speak - 
ing  to  someone  outside)  Richard,  see  that  she  is  well  guarded. 

Rich,  (without)  Never  fear;  I  know  my  business! 

Enter ,  Olie  Johnson,  r. 

John.  Who  are  you? 

Olie  Johnson.  Be  you  Mr.  McFlvnn ?  No,  I  guess  you  are  Mr, 
Dudley. 

John.  You  know  my  name?  What  is  your  business? 

OUe.  I  want  a  job,  Mr.  Dudley.  A  fellow  told  me  to  come  here 
and  i  would  git  one.  and  I  guess  you  are  the  man. 
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John .  Wliat  is  your  name? 

Olie.  My  name  is  Olie  Johnson.  I  came  from  Oklahoma. 

John.  Good!  I  have  been  waiting  for  you;  you  come  well 
recommended. 

Olie.  The  fellow,  he  say — “you  go  to  Mr.  Dudley,  and  he  Ul1 
you  about  a  fellow  what  he  wants  killed,”  and  I  come  here. 

John.  No,  he  was  mistaken  ;  the  man  is  already  dead. 

Olie.  Then  I  come  from  Oklahoma  for  nothing !  1  gave  up  a 

good  job,  and  come  here  to  you. 

John.  1  will  have  work  ior  you,  and  it  will  be  worth  staying  lor. 

Olie.  Be  you  going  to  give  me  a  job,  Mr.  Dudley  ? 

John.  Yes;  go  into  the  back  room,  my  friend;  I  will  tell  you 
soon. 

Olie.  I  be  satisfied;  that  fellow'  told  me  the  truth,  (exit  Olie,  l. 

John.  Nothing  now  stands  in  my  way — 1  will  win  ! 

( exit  John,  l. 

Enter ,  Zadie,  it. 

Zadie.  No  one  here?  I  can  work  better,  as  a  United  States 
Census  taker,  and  I  will  yet  rescue  Verda. 

Enter ,  Booth,  l. 

Booth.  Ah,  for  a  meal  of  balloon  pie,  air  pudding,  humming  birds 
eyebrows  and  doughnuts  dipped  in  dew.  It  would  make  me  feel 
like  a  new-made  cheese. 

Zadte.  Excuse  me;  but  do  you  own  this  building? 

Booth.  I  fain  would  own  it,  yet  I  do  not. 

Zadie.  I  am  a  United  States  Census  taker.  If  you  will  please 
give  me  your  name,  I  will  place  it  on  this  book. 

( showing  book  and  pencil 
Booth.  I  lent  my  name  once,  and  it  never  was  returned ;  but  I 
will  trust  thee. 

Zadie.  Name,  please. 

Booth.  Henry  Irving  Booth. 

Zadie.  Your  religion? 

Booth.  Beer — excuse  me,  I  mean  Salvation  Arm}". 

Zadie.  Are  you  married  ? 

Booth.  No ;  but  I’m  willing  to  lie ! 

Zadie.  Are  you  an  ex-convict? 

Booth.  I  should  whisper — not! 

Zadie.  Are  you  white  or  black  ? 

Booth.  By  Heavens,  this  insult  shall  be  avenged!  Brin  o’  on  the 
fatted  calf— I  want  blood.  ° 


Enter ,  Olie,  l.— Booth  starts  to  exit  l.,  runs  against  him— Olie  falls. 

Olie.  (gets  up)  Be  you  the  man  what  hit  me  ! 

Booth.  Oh,  go  to  the  devil!  (he  exits  l. 

Olie.  That  fellow  told  me  to  goto  the  devil ;  maybe  he  knows 
where  he  is.  (he  exits  r. 

Zadie.  '  Who  can  that  fellow,  who  calls  himself  Booth,  be?  I 
have  it — it  is  Frank  Ross !  that  accounts  for  his  being  here.  If  I 
succeed  in  rescuing  Yerda,  I  will  not  tell  of  my  discovery;  it  may 
spoil  his  plans.  (exit  Zadie,  l.  1  e. 

Enter ,  Ashtor,  l.  2  e. 

Ashtor.  There’s  some  crooked  work  going  on  in  this  house ;  if 
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there  isn’t,  I’m  ala-la!  Guess  I’ll  open  a  bottle! 

(he  lays  bottle  on  counter 


Enter ,  Richard,  l. 

Rich.  Hold  on,  Asb tor,  I’m  in  this  !  Let’s  draw  matches  to  see 
who  gets  first  drink! 

Ashtor.  I’ll  go  you,  you  lose! 

Rich.  I’ll  take  my  chances  on  it! 

(Ashtor  gets  matches — both  go  to  front  of  stage — draics — business 

Enter ,  Olie,  r.,  unseen — takes  bottle  and  exits  l. 

Ashtor.  I  win!  Oh,  I’m  a  dandy;  but  I’m  no  collar  button  ! 

Rich.  Yes,  you  won !  Drink  quick,  so  I  can  have  a  chance. 

(both  go  towards  bar 

Ashtor.  Where’s  the  bottle ?  Do  you  see  it? 

Rich.  Some  one  has  taken  it. 

Ashtor.  Hope  it  chokes  them  !  Don’t  want  any  anyway ! 

(both,  walk  towards  front  of  stage 

Rich.  I  had  better  go  and  find  the  fellow  that  did  this. 

Enter ,  Olie,  l.,  puts  empty  bottle  on  bar — exit  l. 

Ashtor.  If  you  won’t  drink  it  when  you  do  get  it,  I’ll  go  you ! 

Rich.  No,  this  is  a  fair  deal.  (both  turn  around 

Ashtor.  (takes  up  bottle)  Here  it  is,  and  not  a  smell  in  it! 

Rich.  Oh,  we’re  drunk !  I  could  have  sworn  that  bottle  was  full ! 

(exit  Richard,  l. 

Ashtor.  Guess  I’d  better  swear  off !  Bet  ten  cents  I’m  drunk 
now ! 

Enter,  Booth,  r.,  with  bottle. 

Booth.  Fill  this  bottle  with  your  best  wine. 

(hands  bottle  to  Ashtor 

Ashtor.  (pours  wine  in  bottle)  This  bottle  holds  enough — there’s 
no  bottom  in  it.  (exit  Booth,  l.)  Nice  trick!  No  bottom  in  the 
bottle  !  Guess  I’ll  go  out  and  cool  oft*. 

Enter,  Zadie,  l. 

Zadie.  I  am  the  census  taker  for  this  district.  I  hear  there  is  a 
sick  man  in  this  house.  Will  you  please  go  up  to  his  room  and  ask 
him  if  1  may  come  up;  it  is  room  twenty,  I  think. 

Ashtor.  I  don’t  know  anything  about  him  ;  but  you  can  bet  I’ll 
find  him.  (exit  Ashtor,  l. 

Zadie.  Now  is  my  time!  Yerda  is  in  yonder  room.  I  will  un¬ 
lock  the  door  with  a  skeleton  key  I  have  secured  from  Joe;  then 
Yerda  can  put  on  my  veil  and  escape.  (  exits  l.  3  k. 

Enter,  Ashtor,  l. 

Ashtor.  I  can’t  find  the  old  duffer !  Hello,  she’s  gone !  That’s  a 
nice  way  to  treat  a  gentleman.  I’m  going  to  find  the  fellow  that 
brought  in  the  bottle.  (he  exits  l. 

Enter,  Yerda  and  Zadie,  l.  3  e. — Yerda  is  veiled. 

Varda.  But  how  are  you  to  escape?  I  will  not  leave  vou. 
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Go!  Do  not  fear  for  me.  I  have  friends  at  band. 

I  will — God  bless  you  !  e  ( exit  Verda,  r. 

I  must  fro  back  in  the  cell,  so  as  to  deceive  them. 

( exit  Zadie,  l.  3  E. 

Enter ,  Richard  and  John,  k. 

John.  Who  was  it  just  went  out? 

Rich.  Ashtor,  I  guess !  lie  was  here  a  moment  ago. 

John.  I  must  make  sure,  (calls  off  l.)  Olio. !  Olie,  I  snjr  is  the 
girl  all  right  ? 

Olie.  (outside  l.)  She  be,  Mr.  Dudley  ! 

John.  Good  !  Now,  Richard,  there  is  one  thing  more  to  be  done. 
1  must  rid  myself  of  Zadie — then  all  is  o.  k. 

Rich.  Are  you  sure  of  that  ? 

John.  As  sure  as  you  are  standing  here. 

Rich.  What  about  Frank  Ross ?  Is  be  dead? 

John.  He  must  be.  I  have  not  beard  anything  of  him  since  that 
night. 

Rich.  I  have.  Just  as  I  was  coming  past  room  six  a  few  mo¬ 
ments  ago,  I  saw  that  man  you  call  Booth,  take  olf  a  wig,  and  it  be 
isn’t  Frank  Ross,  I’ll  eat  my^  shoes  ! 

John.  My  God!  He  lias  been  hounding  me  night  after  night, 
and  I  never  suspected  ! 

Rich.  So  much  for  you  !  (exit  Richard,  l. 

John.  He  must  die;  if  not,  I  am  ruined!  Olie!  Olie,  come 
here;  I  want  you. 

Enter ,  Olie,  l. 

Olie.  Do  you  want  me? 

John.  I  promised  you  a  job;  your  time  has  come.  You  will  see 
a  fellow  with  long  hair  around  here — he  goes  by  the  name  of  Booth. 
That  man  must  die,  and  you  are  the  man  for  the  job! 

Olie.  You  want  me  to  kill  Mr.  Booth? 

John.  Yes;  drop  him  at  the  lirst  opportunity. 

Olie.  I’ll  do  it — never  fear ! 

John.  If  you  succeed,  you  shall  be  a  rich  man.  ( exit  John,  l. 
Olie.  Mr.  Booth  be  the  fellow  to  kill.  Well,  we  will  see! 

Enter ,  Booth,  r.  2  e. 

Booth.  I  must  eat — I  must  eat !  Ob,  for  one  bowl  of  soup ! 

Olie  runs  and  jumps  in  hot  box — Booth  sits  down  at  table — raps  on 

tables- calls. 

—Landlord,  thine  host  is  here ! 

Enter ,  Asiitor,  r 

Ashtor.  What  do  you  want?  Sing  her  out! 

Booth.  Soup,  young  man,  soup! 

Ashtor.  You’ll  get  it !  ( he  exits 

Re-enter ,  Ashtor,  l.,  throws  soup  over  Booth. 

—Soup ! 

Booth.  Help!  help!  I  can’t  swim! 


SO 

Zadie. 

Verda. 

Zadie. 


(he  exits  l. 
(he  jumps  into  ice  box 
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Enter,  John  and  Zadie,  l. 

Zadie.  Yes;  I  helped  her  to  escape  ! 

John.  You  helped  her  to  escape,  eh?  Then  by  the  Gods,  you 
shall  die ! 

Zadie.  You  have  tried  that  once  too  often,  John;  suppose  you 
try  another  scheme? 

John.  I  have  failed  before,  but  this  time  I  am  in  a  place  where 
there  is  no  one  to  interfere. 

Zadie.  This  time  I  am  prepared  for  you  !  ( draws  revolver )  Stand 

back,  John  Dudley,  or  as  there  is  a  Heaven  above  me,  your  life  shall 
pay  the  forfeit ! 

John.  That  is  your  game  ?  (John  snatches  revolver 

Zadie.  You  coward!  Take  my  life!  I  have  saved  Verda,  and 
Frank  is  near — you  will  loose  the  fortune! 

John.  Listen!  I  have  parted  Frank  and  Yerda.  I  have  put  a 
counterfeit  Richard  in  the  heir’s  place,  and  I  now  have  you  !  I  can 
kill  you  and  no  one  will  be  the  wiser.  ( points  pistol  at  her)  You 
have  but  one  moment  to  live — say  your  prayers !  I  will  not  fail  this 
time. 

Zadie.  I  still  defy  you  ! 

John.  When  I  count  three,  I  shall  fire;  one,  two — 

(Olie  and  Booth  arise  from  boxes — with  pistols 

Booth.  Drop  thy  pistol,  or  at  the  word  three — you ,  not  her — shall 
die ! 

John,  (starts  back)  Don’t  shoot! 

Booth.  Drop  that  pistol,  and  march  !  (drops  pistol — exit  l. 

Zadie.  Frank,  you  have  saved  me! 

Booth.  Stop — not  that  name!  I  prefer  to  remain  as  I  am. 

Zadie.  It  shall  be  as  you  wish. 

Booth.  Do  not  tell  what  you  have  discovered  I  wish  it  so,  for  the 
present. 

Zadie.  Frank — I  mean,  Mr.  Booth,  Joe  is  next  to  you;  he  is  a 
detective,  hired  by  me;  at  present,  he  is  under  Dudley. 

Booth.  Ah  !  1  have  more  friends  than  I  thought. 

Olie.  Y'es,  but  I  have  been  hired  to  kill  you;  you  must  fall  in 
with  my  schemes. 

Booth.  I  understand.  Go,  now,  Zadie,  before  it  is  too  late. 

(exit  Zadie,  r. — Booth  and  Olie  drop  down  in  boxes 

Enter,  Asiitor,  l.,  with  pail. 

Ashtor.  'Cook  told  me  to  put  some  ice  in  the  ice  box  to  keep  the 
meat  cool.  ( he  puts  ice  in  box  and  exits  l. 

Booth,  (looks  out)  Oh,  Lord  !  I’m  froze! 

Enter,  Ashtor,  l. 

Ashtor.  Got  to  turn  on  the  steam— going  to  cook  some  soup  for 
dinner.  (he  turns  on  steam— exits  l.— Booth  and  Olie  rise  up 

Olie.  That  iellow  has  cooked  me  !  (takes  off  coat 

Booth.  Fm  froze  !  I’m  as  cold  as  ice.  (buttons  up  coat 

Olie.  We  must  get  out  of  here  before  some  one  comes. 

(funny  business — get  out  of  boxes — exit  l. 

Enter,  Richard  with  Verda,  r. 

Rich.  You  see  we  arc  too  much  for  you  !  Why  don’t  you  act  like 
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a  sensible  girl  and  marry  Dudley  ?  What  do  you  care?  1  oil’ll  be 
rich ! 

Verda.  And  do  you  think  riches  will  buy  my  honor  ?  A  ever, 
blather  than  marry  John  Dudley,  I  would  beg  from  door  to  door. 

liicliard.  You’re  too  particular !  Dudley  is  a  man  to  be  proud 
of!  why  lie’s  as  full  of  schemes  as  a  nut  is  full  of  meat! 

Verda .  Yes,  and  does  not  stop  at  crime, 

Enter ,  John,  l. 

John.  You  have  got  her!  Good — she  will  not  escape  me  this 
time!  (to  Verda)  Where  have  you  been  ? 

Verda.  1  am  not  compelled  to  tell  you  my  business,  Mr.  Dudley 
Although  your  prisoner,  I  am  not  your  slave. 

Hick,  (aside)  The  girl’s  got  grit !  Guess  I’ll  go  before  it  gets 
too  exciting.  ^  (exii  n. 

John.  I’ll  break  you  of  that  independent  air!  You  might  as 
well  make  up  your  mind  to  take  matters  as  they  come.  You  shall 
be  my  wife — 1  have  sworn  it!  Come,  you  must  go  with  me ! 

(exit,  l.  3  e.,  John  leading  her 

Enter,  Olie,  l.,  pretends  to  he  drunk. 

Olie.  That  fellow  got  me  drunk,  hie,  and  I’m  glad  of  it.  Die ; 
guess  I’ll  skip  my  job,  liic — that’s  what  I’ll  do!  ( staggers 

Enter,  Booth,  l.,  pretends  to  he  drunk. 

Booth.  Wh-wh-wh-what’s  that,  my  love?  Drunk,  same  old 
drunk, eh  ? 

Olie.  Bet  your  life,  old  fellow,  same  old  drunk,  hie! 

(they  shake  hands 

Booth.  Sit  down  !  Ain’t  you  ashamed  of  yourself? 

Olie.  Can’t  sit  down,  hie !  ’Seuse  me — let’s  drink,  (they  go  over 
to  shelf  to  take  bottles — bottles  go  up — business)  'Whoop,  who  saw 
that  bottle?  Don’t  want  a  drink  anyhow. 

Booth.  Let’s  search  the  desk,  Joe.  (they  search  desk — Booth 
pulls  out  paper)  I’ve  got  it,  Joe,  it  is  the  will ! 

Olie.  Hang  on  to  it;  we  will  win,  yet! 

(exeunt  r.,  arm  in  arm,  singing 

Down  went  John  Dudley  to  the  bottom  of  the  soup, 

And  his  whiskers  must  be  wet, 

Lor  they’re  floating  round  there  yet. 

And  Richard  got  a  job  biting  button  holes  in  shoes, 

Dressed  in  his  convict  suit. 

Enter,  Verda,  l.  3  e. 

Verda.  1  am  allowed  to  roam  around  this  dismal  hole,  but  not 
one  breath  of  fresh  air  can  I  get.  Surely  God  will  not  let  this  awful 
crime  go  on.  I  am  guarded  well;  the  house  is  watched  by  bold  and 
lawless  men,  who  fear  neither  God  or  man.  (sits  in  chair 

Enter,  Booth,  r. 

Booth,  (aside)  Ah,  a  young  lady  !  Now  for  a  love  scene!  (drops  on 
his  knees  before  her)  Would  you  not  like  to  stroll  with  me,  fair  lady? 
Just  the  night  to  spoon—  ah,  excuse  me— I  mean,  I  don’t 
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know  what  T  mean.  Maybe  you  don’t  want  to  talk,  and  one  place 
is  just  as  good  to  you  as  another.  Excuse  me,  I  didn’t  mean  just 
that!  I  meant,  I  mean,  are  you  fond  of  crab  apples,  INI iss  Miller? 

Verda.  Surely  you  are  not  trying  to  make  love  to  me,  Mr. 
Booth  ?  if  so,  arise;  it  will  do  you  no  good. 

Booth.  ( rising )  Stuck  again  ! 

Enter ,  John  and  Olie,  l. 

* 

John.  No>v  is  your  chance  !  one  shot  and  you  are  a  rich  man  ! 

(Olie  shoots  Booth,  who  falls 

Verda.  ( screams )  Help,  help!  Murder!  John  Dudley,  you 
have  added  another  murder  to  your  list  of  crimes! 

(John  chloroforms  Verda 

John.  I  had  to  chloroform  her;  she  would  have  spoiled  my  game. 

Olie.  I  will  take  the  fellow  and  put  him  in  the  river,  and  the  fish 
will  have  a  good  meal. 

John.  Do  so  at  once!  I  will  take  care  of  her. 

{exit  John,  l.,  carrying  Verda — Booth  rises 

Olie.  He  is  bluffed;  our  scheme  worked  well.  Hurry  up,  there 
is  no  time  to  lose.  {exeunt  R. 

Enter ,  Asutor,  l. — business  of  opening  bottles. 

Ashtor.  All  the  bottles  are  empty;  got  to  do  something  now! 

{specialty  business — exit  r. 

Enter ,  John  and  Olie,  l. 

John.  The  game  is  closed.  I  am  now  a  rich  man. 

Olie.  Do  L  get  the  money?  I  want  to  go  back  to  Oklahoma. 

john.  I  will  settle  with  you  to-morrow.  {exit  Olie  r. 

John.  Everything  is  now  mine!  I  have  sinned  fora  good  cause, 
I  must  have  a  little  sleep,  for  1  am  tired.  {lies  on  lounge — sleeps 

Enter ,  Richard,  r. 

Rich.  So  the  old  man’s  asleep,  is  he?  How  well  he  has  worked 
his  schemes!  The  old  villain  knew  all  the  while  that  the  real  Rich¬ 
ard  was  dead  and  gone  long  ago.  I  must  take  a  little  rest  myself, 

( exit  Richard,  l. 

Enter ,  Frank  r.,  as  ghost. 

John,  {starting  up)  It  is  not  a  dream.  Take  him  away !  take 
him  away!  Yes.  1  killed  him  for  money — for  gold!  My  God,  leave 
me.  leave  me  in  peace  ! 

Frank.  Your  race  is  run.  You  have  murder  on  your  soul;  twro 
lave  you  assassinated.  John  Dudley,  I  will  meet  you  there! 

{pointing  down 

John.  Lost!  lost!  I  am  haunted!  (falls  back — dead 

Enter ,  Olie,  r. — examines  John. 

Olie.  He  is  dead;  it  saves  the  hangman  a  dirty  job 

Enter ,  Ricijakd,  l. 

Rich.  A  ghost!  (Frank  throws  sheet  of)  No,  as  T  live— a  man  I 
What  does  this  mean  ? 
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Olie.  It  means  that  you  are  my  prisoner!  < 

( puts  handcuffs  on  him — Joe  then  takes  his  oicn  wig  off 
Rich.  Joe  King,  the  detective  ! 

Enter,  Verda,  l. — sees  Frank — throws  arms  around  his  neck, 

Frank.  Verda! 

Verda.  Frank ! 

Enter,  Zadie,  r. 

Zadie.  At  last  I  am  avenged  ! 

Frank.  And  the  “Commercial  Drummer”  need  sell  corn  plasters 
no  more  I 
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down. 

ACT  III.  Ashtor  and  Rooth.  Corn  plasters;  “There’s  millions 
in  them!”  Olie,  the  Swede.  Zadie,  the  Census  taker.  Two 
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PREPARED  WOOL. 
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GIVE  SATISFACTION. 
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